THE  TRAIN
"Right you are," he said without much enthusiasm.
"You'll go with the platoon.35
One dark, moonless, rainy night, Kramin crossed the
Neva with the men. During the crossing, nineteen of
them were killed by German shells, Kramin left the
right bank a platoon commander, and climbed the left
bank a company commander—two platoon commanders
had been killed at the crossing. The remnants of their
men joined Kramin's, thus forming a company en route.
Along trenches half-filled with corpses, Kramin
crawled into the heart of territory captured from the
enemy. German rockets soared above Dubrovka, Ger-
man machine guns sprayed the trench parapet. Through-
out the next day, Kramin and his men hugged the cover
of those trenches, with a barrage raging around them.
In the evening he received his orders—to attack at
nightfall.
Crawling, moving from trench to trench, he brought
out his company. Rain was still falling. Dubrovka was
literally under fire and water. A man whose nerve
failed him, who refused to leave the trench, Kramin shot.
They attacked, took seven prisoners, and when they
were already returning, Kramin received the wound in
the spine which crippled him for life. Two of his men,
a Russian and an Uzbek, dragged him along the trench
piled with dead until they reached the bank, where a
field dressing station had been set up under a steep fall
of land, sheltered from shells. From there Kramin was
taken unconscious across the river. For some time he
was kept in a hospital near the front, then sent to Lenin-
grad. And that was the end of his army life.
In the Leningrad hospital all the widows were
destroyed by bombardment and replaced by planks and
plywood. It was impossible to read. Kramin did not
wish to remain day after day alone with his pain. He
sent little notes to all his friends, all those he could
remember, And he got what he asked for: a ruler and
a ream of paper. (He had asked precisely for a ream.)
He began to write.
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